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but now that he is over ninety, he is not very fond of receiving strangers, so I was quite content with this peep.
This morning I went for a drive, to get a general impression of the place. The roads are all covered with grass, and even the wharf is grass-grown; but they are all broad and generally shady. The native houses are oval in shape, and must, I think, be rather dark inside, as I could see no windows, and their walls are not mere lattices, like the Tahitian
* bird-cages.'    They stand generally in groups of five or six, scattered about amidst beautiful flowering shrubs, in a sort of compound; horses and pigs were tethered here and there on the grass, and each little colony looked very peaceful and prosperous.    Indeed, that is the general impression that one gathers of the green little town; it looks very orderly, very well behaved, and very well-to-do.    I  cannot tell, however, how far the impression is trustworthy; and I know that Tonga has unfortunately to look on at rather pronounced sectarian differences.   Indeed, there has recently been a split in the Methodist Church, with the result that  there  is now a
* Free Church' community as well; and, as my friends who were so  kindly taking me about belonged to the former,  I did not like to ask many questions,  lest  I  should find myself in troubled waters. . . . I saw the Roman Catholic cathedral, which is a fine and important building